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The Voice Said, 
"Don't Go In!" 


The voice had to speak three times 
before the missionary obeyed it; yet it 
saved him from instant death. 

He was out visiting churches and schools 
in Central Africa, walking over a dusty 
road on a hot, sticky afternoon. “Whew,” 
he gasped, wiping the perspiration from his 
face, “will I ever be glad to get a bath. I 
wish I could find a nice water hole.” 

It was wild, desolate country, with no 
houses anywhere. He almost never met any- 
one else. But once in a while the trail led 
close beside a little pool. In the dusty heat 
a traveler looked forward to passing such 
pools, for a dip in them was refreshing. 

“There ought to be one near here,” the 
missionary thought, looking around. “Seems 
to me this is the place I took a bath last 
time I came this way. Perhaps it’s around 
the next corner.” 



















Unfortunately, it wasn’t. But when he 
turned the corner after that, a beautiful 
pond lay before him, sparkling in the 
bright African sun, with trees and bushes 
growing all around the edge. 

“At last!” he exclaimed. “I can hardly 
wait to get into it.” Since there wasn’t any- 
one around, he began to take his clothes 
off. 


Just at that moment a voice said, “Don’t 
go in!” He looked about to see who was 
talking. There was no one. ‘“‘That’s odd,” 
he thought. “Guess I’ve been traveling too 
long. This hot weather is making me hear 
things.” He took off his shirt and started 
to take off his shoes. He was about to take 
a sock off when he heard the voice again. 
“Don’t go in!” 

“I'd better get into that water quickly,” 
he said to himself, “before this heat over- 
comes me. It would be terrible to have 
heatstroke with no one around to help.” 
He walked to the water’s edge, but before 
he could get into the pond the voice spoke 
a third time, “Don’t go in!” It sounded 
commanding, as if it meant to be obeyed. 

“There is something mysterious about 
this,” the missionary observed. And then, 
because he was a godly man, he said to 
himself, “I wonder if God is trying to 
warn me about something. Could it be that 
this pool is dangerous?” 

So he didn’t plunge into the water as he 
had intended. Instead, he walked slowly 
around the edge, peering behind every bush 
and shrub, and watched the surface in- 
tensely for several minutes. Everything 
seemed calm and peaceful. Then, suddenly, 
the water rippled just the littlest bit, and 
two little round things stuck up. 

He recognized at once what they were. 
Had he put so much as one foot into that 
pool, those two little round things would 
have brought him instant death. Horrified 
with the awful thought, he fell to his knees, 
taking off his sun helmet. “Thank you, 
God,” he said humbly, “for saving my life. 
Thank you so much. Amen.” 

Those two little round things were the 
eyes of a crocodile. 


Your friend, 


COURLEY, ARTIST 


@ < 





A 











ONE JUMP 
ow BERTHA 


Y¥00-HOO, Jack, come in for supper.” It 


was Mother calling. 


“Oh, bother it,” muttered Jack. “I don’t 
want to go in now.” 
“Well, you don’t have to,” urged Bob. 


“She'll call again in a minute. I just thought 
of another place to go. It’s real scary, and 
I bet you'll be too frightened to follow.” 
“That's what you think,” retorted Jack. 
“Tl go anywhere .you can.” But a few min- 
utes later Jack was wishing very sincerely he 
had gone to supper whea Mother called. 
He and Bob were playing a lively game of 


Jack lay very still, his face white. He had jumped 
once too often, slipped from a branch, and fallen. 
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follow-the-leader. Bob could think of the 
most exciting places to go. What fun it was 
to make a high leap over Mother's rose 
bushes, or a still higher leap over Dad's 
prized hedge. 

“Well, hurry, Bob, because I must go 
soon,” Jack said, eager to see the next place 
Bob would lead him, but afraid to disobey 
Mother too long. 

Bob was up quick as a flash and darted to 
their favorite tree. “You must swing out and 
grab a limb,” he instructed, climbing to a 
low one and catching another higher up. He 
swung out and dropped to the ground. Then 
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THE LAST LEAF 


y MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHILL 





CHAPTER 6: THE STRANGER OUT OF THE STORM 





HERE was another bad blizzard in 1897. 

It was not as severe as the one in 1880, 
but it isolated the neighbors for many days. 
Uncle Martin and John, the hired man, 
bundled up with heavy scarves around their 
faces, did the chores. A cold wind swept over 
the South Dakota prairies, driving the snow 
into the smallest cracks and crevices. 

One night as the storm raged outside, 
May was sitting in the dining room with 
Nellie and Mertie. She was crocheting, Nellie 
was basting the hem in her new dress, and 
Mertie was practicing on the new piano. 
Mother was in the kitchen setting bread 
sponge. Uncle Martin and John had just 
come in from finishing the chores, and were 
warming their hands by the stove. 

“It is bitter cold tonight,” remarked Uncle 
Martin. “Getting colder all the time. It must 
be twenty below zero.” 

Suddenly there was a sound on the porch. 
Something fell against the door. 

“Bear Tracks?” said Mertie, turning around 
on the piano stool. 

“It couldn’t be,” said Nellie, holding up 
her needle toward the kerosene lamp to 
thread it. “Don’t you know old Bear Tracks 
has not been seen around here for ‘many 
moons?” 

May laid aside her crocheting and tried to 
look out the window. But the snow was 
whirling around, and it was pitch dark out- 
side. She thought she heard a call, or was 
it just the cry of an animal? 

“Why don’t you open the door?” asked 
Mertie. 


“And let all that 
blizzard in?” asked 
May. 

Mother Hull had 
finished mixing her 
bread sponge, and 
came in from the 
kitchen, wiping her 
hands. 

“What is it, girls?” 
she asked. 

“A wolf at the 
door,” said Nellie, joking. 

But mother did not hesitate. She opened 
the door and looked out. Snow blew in her 
face, but she could make out the dark form 
of a man lying on the porch, covered with 
fine snow. Quickly she called Uncle Martin 
and John, and together they carried the 
stranger into the room and closed the door 
against the storm. 

They removed his snow-covered outer 
clothing, and placed him on a couch near 
the stove. 

“The poor man is nearly frozen to death,” 
said Mother Hull. 

He seemed to be only semiconscious, for 
he said, “I see a light—a light. If I can only 
get to that farmhouse.” Then he was silent 
again. 

Mother bathed his frostbitten face and 
hands while Uncle Martin removed his boots 
and socks. 

“His feet!” said Uncle Martin. “They are 
both frozen. Look!” 

Very tenderly and slowly Mother bathed 
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the feet until all the evidences of frost had 
disappeared and the rosy color came back 
into them. Then she rubbed on rabbit oil 
and wrapped the feet in a warm woolen 
blanket. She gave the man a drink of warm 
milk, and covered him well with quilts, for 
he was shaking violently with chills. 

“I wonder who he is and where he is 
from?” said May. 

“If he had not seen our light he might 
have frozen to death out there on the prai- 
ries,” said Nellie. 

“He doesn’t look like an ordinary tramp,” 
remarked Mertie. “He looks too clean and 
intelligent.” 

“Maybe we will find out who he is in the 
morning,” said Mother. “But now it is time 
you girls were in bed. Wrap up your hot 
bricks and go upstairs. I'll be up later.” 

“John and I will sleep down here to keep 
the fire going,” said Uncle Martin. “We will 
keep an eye on our guest and will call you 
if we need you.” 

All night long the storm raged. The girls 
slept three in a bed to keep warm, with 
their hot bricks at their feet and many quilts 
over them. 


The stranger could go no farther. Exhausted by his 
battle with the storm, he collapsed on the porch. 
He brought a message that was to change May’s life. 
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In the morning it was still stormy when 
Uncle Martin and John went out to do the 
chores. 

Mother Hull prepared breakfast, and gave 
the stranger some warm oatmeal gruel to 
drink. He seemed to be feeling better, and 
aroused to answer her questions. He told 
her he had walked along the stage road from 
Kampeska, a distance of eleven miles. He 
had hoped: to.reach the little town of Elrod, 
five miles farther on, before night, but the 
storm had come and the deep drifts of snow 
had made walking difficult. He had managed 
to stay on the stage road, however, so had 
not become lost. 

With the coming of darkness he had 
feared he would never make it the rest of 
the way. His feet were becoming numb. He 
had stumbled and fallen in the snow several 
times, but managed to continue on his way 
toward the light ahead. 

“The Lord is good,” he said, and relaxed 
again. The warm gruel had made him drowsy. 

The storm continued all that day and the 
next. Toward evening of the fourth day as 
John, the hired man, was going into the 
woodshed for an armload of wood for the 
range, he saw a little cottontail rabbit hud- 
dled against the woodpile. 

“Fresh meat for supper,” he said to him- 
self, grabbing the rabbit by the ears, and 

To page 19 
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ee the fifteenth time, dear, please stop 
pacing the floor and come to bed,” called 
Mrs. Heisler to her husband, the Pathfinder 
Club director, late one Saturday night. “You 
know you have to take the Pathfinders on 
a hike in the morning, and you're going to 
be all worn out before you start.” 

“Yes, dear, I know,” said Director Heisler 
softly. “But there’s no use going to bed when 
you can’t sleep, and I can’t sleep tonight.” 

“What's bothering you?” 

“You know. It’s that Lester family. They're 
starving.” 

“I am very sorry for them also. But 
you can’t do anything about it now. It’s much 
too late. Come to bed, and in the morning 


On December 2 GUIDE printed a story entitled ““The 
Story That Hasn’t Happened.” We rec d that any 
club which followed the suggestion in that story should 
send a report to GUIDE, for ssible publication in 
GUIDE'S On the Trail page. This report, the first to 
come in, is from the Moncton, New Brunswick, Path- 
finder Club. The events described here had taken place 
before GUIDE'S story 7955"%. on the weekend of 
November 14 and 15, 1953. Other clubs are invited 
to report similar activities. 
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“The story that hasn’t happened”—had happened! 


VANDA BRACE, Reporting 


you'll be able to think of something to do.” 

“But I can’t. A man was talking to me 
about them this afternoon. He said that all 
they had for dinner was just boiled potatoes. 
Now there’s nothing left in the house. There 
are a mother and two little boys. They’ve 
gone to bed tonight with empty stomachs, 
and there is nothing in the cupboard for 
breakfast. The mother doesn’t have any 
money left to buy food. I’m sure they aren't 
sleeping tonight.” 

“Well, what do you propose to do about 
it?” 

“That's just it. I don’t know. We might 
go out in the morning and buy a load of 
groceries. We could use some of the money 
from the church’s poor fund. But it’s Sun- 
day, and all the stores will be closed. We 
need to have someone go around to perhaps 
fifteen or twenty church families and get 
boxes of food, but who has time to do that?” 

“Is that all you're worried about?” said 
Mrs. Heisler. “That's easy. Take the Pathfind- 
ers out in your car and let them do the solicit- 
ing. 

“That sounds easy. But have you forgotten 
that the Pathfinders are going on a hike to- 
morrow? They’ve been talking about it for 
weeks. I can't disappoint them. They 
wouldn't want to cancel the hike to collect 
food.” 

“Well, maybe you're right. But after all 
we've said to them about going on God's 
errands, and being servants of God and 
friends to man, I think they would be glad 
to do it.” 

“Maybe,” Director Heisler agreed reluc- 
tantly. “But how can we be sure? It’s too 
late to telephone any of them now. Suppose 
they turn thumbs down on the proposition? 
Then we'll have to work on another plan.” 

“They are a wonderful bunch, and I’m 
sure you have no need to worry. I'll help you 




















in the morning too. We've done all we can 
now, so let’s go to sleep.” 

Director Heisler and his wife drove over 
to the club treasurer and explained the situ- 
ation the first thing in the morning. “My 
wife’s suggestion,” he said, “is that we round 
up the Pathfinders and take them to several 
of the church members and collect food.” 

“A good idea,” said the treasurer. “But 
what about the hike? I wonder whether the 
Pathfinders would be willing to cancel it.” 

“Oh, I'm sure they will,” said Mrs. Heisler. 
“They'll rise to the occasion. You can count 
on it. 

“Well, all right. You call some of the 
Pathfinders, Mr. Heisler, and I'll call the 
others, and tell them to be ready to be picked 
up at ten o'clock.” 

Quickly the two men divided the names. 
Mr. Heisler was almost too frightened to 
call the first name on his list. Just suppose, 
after all, the Pathfinders turned him down? 
Suppose they said they wanted to go on 
the hike instead? Nervously he waited for 
the voice to answer. 

“Hello?” 


In a steady stream the Pathfinders filed into Mrs. 
Lester’s kitchen, loaded with food. They almost cov- 


ered the floor. Two little boys watched hungrily. 
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“This is your club director,” said Mr. 
Heisler. 

“Oh, Mr. Heisler. Good morning,” said 
the voice, excitedly. “I’m all ready for the 
hike. Been sitting here, in fact, for almost 
an hour, waiting to leave. I've sure looked 
forward to it.” 

Mr. Heisler swallowed hard. “Er, you see,” 
he faltered, “it’s this way. Yesterday I heard 
that Mrs. Lester—you know, the lady who 
has the little boys—doesn’t have any food 
in the house. They are practically starving. 
And we were wondering if you and the 
other Pathfinders would be willing to go and 
solicit food from the church members this 
morning.” 

“You mean The voice was very 
slow this time. “You mean, we—wouldn’t— 
go—on—the—hike?” 

“Well,” said Mr. Heisler sympathetically, 
“that is what we had in mind. Of course, 
if you'd rather 

Silence on the other end. 








“This is what 

















I feared,” Mr. Heisler said to himself. 
“They're going to demand we go on the 
hike.” And then the voice was talking again, 
with all the old enthusiasm. “Why, of course, 
Mr. Heisler. You said they had no food? 
That's terrible. Who'd want to go on a 
hike when little Billy and Charles were hun- 
gry? Sure, you can count 


Once again, when the Pathfinders hurried 
back to the car, their arms were loaded. 

So it went, from house to house. Presently 
one of the Pathfinders said, “The trunk 
of this car is so full, we can’t get another 
thing into it.” 

“Good work,” said Mr. Heisler. ‘“That’s 

enough for now. Let’s go 





on me. We can have a hike 
any old time. When do we 
start? Boy, we'll get them 
so much food they'll zever 
be able to eat it all.” 

Mr. Heisler relaxed. This 
was better than he had 
hoped. He shouldn't have 
worried. 

“At ten o'clock,” he said. 
“Till pick you up in my 
car.” 

“Tl be ready.” 

Mr. Heisler hung up 
and happily phoned the 
next name. Soon two cars 
could be seen going from 
door to door, picking up 
the Pathfinders. Then they 
headed toward the homes 
of the church members. 
Pastor Heisler stopped his 
car in front of one of them. 

The Pathfinders scram- 
bled out and rushed to the 
door. The woman who an- 





OBEDIENCE 


By PHOEBE CARY 


If you're told to do a thing, 
And mean to do it really; 

Never let it be by halves; 
Do it fully, freely! 


Do not make a poor excuse, 
Waiting, weak, unsteady; 
All obedience worth the name, 

Must be prompt and ready. 


and find the other car, and 
see how much they have.” 
When the cars met they 
discovered that each had a 
trunkful of food. “We 
must get over there as 
quickly as possible,” sug- 
gested the director. “We 
should arrive in time for 
lunch.” The Pathfinders 
piled into the cars and set 
off for the Lester home. 
While all this was go- 
ing on, the situation at the 
Lester home was growing 
worse and worse. Billy and 
Charles were becoming 
weak from lack of food. 
“Please, Mother,” whim- 
pered Billy, “give me some 
breakfast. I'm so hungry.” 
“Give me some too,” 
echoed Charles. “My stom- 
ach’s sore, it’s so empty.” 





swered was quite surprised 

to find Pathfinders on her step so early in 
the morning. “Excuse us for bothering you 
so early,” said one of them. “We just heard 
that Sister Lester and her two children have 
no food in the house, and the stores are all 
shut, and besides, they haven't any money to 
buy food even if the stores were open. We're 
going around collecting food for them.” 

“Really,” gasped the lady at the door, “I 
wish we had known about this sooner. We 
should have done something for them long 
ago. Of course I'll give something. Just a 
minute.” 

Soon the Pathfinders were returning to 
the car, arms loaded with food. “A good 
start,” said the director. “Now to the next 
family.” When the next family heard what 
was going on, they were just as sympathetic 
as the first ones had been. “We should have 
realized they would be in need,” they said. 
“We are glad you told us. Surely we can 
find something for you to take.” 


8 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


Mother didn’t know 
—o what to do. She would 
have fed them if she 


could, but you can’t serve breakfast when 
you have no food. 


She wrapped them in her arms. “We must 
try to be brave,” she said. “Remember we 
have asked Jesus to send us food, and I am 
sure He will. Play with your toys for a 
while. We will get food from somewhere.” 
They did their best to play, but playing with 
broken toys when there’s no food in your 
stomach isn’t much fun. 

Mother went into the kitchen to find 
something to do, but since they hadn't eaten 
anything, there were no dishes to wash; and 
since there was no food, she couldn't cook. 
If only something would come, she sighed. 
She hated to go and ask the neighbors, for 
it seemed like begging. After a while she 
looked at the clock. It was nearly lunch time. 
“Oh dear,” she thought, “with nothing for 
lunch, the poor boys will be hungrier than 
ever. And maybe, if we don’t get food soon, 
they will die.” To page 21 
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PACK RAT, THE TRADER 
By REINHOLD KLINGBEIL / neal 


ONE of the most amusing of all the little 
animals God has made is the trading 
pack rat, which loves to trade just for the 
fun of it. It specializes in practical jokes, 
some of which are very funny, though others 
are often dangerous. 

Before we describe some of its pranks, 
let's see what the rat looks like. It has big 
eyes and large ears. Its fur is yellowish gray. 
Often the tail is covered with long hair. It 
builds large nests, like little hills two to 
three feet high, made of twigs, grass, leaves, 
and bark. 

In their nests one can often find strange 
objects. There might be a knife, razor, tooth- 
brush, shoe, and, believe it or not, even a 
stick of dynamite! 

How did they all get there? By trading. 
The pack rat does not steal. For every watch 
or pocketbook he carries off he returns a 
stone or twig. 

In a house in Florida a rat carried many 
watermelon seeds from downstairs to the 
first floor and hid them under a pillow. 
Then he took from the kitchen a tablespoon- 
ful of cucumber seeds and placed them in 
the pocket of a vest that hung upstairs. In 
one night rats removed from a box eighty- 
five pieces of beehive fixtures and hid them 
in another box. On the following night they 
dropped into the first box two quarts of 
corn and oats. 

But to top it all, the house where all this 


happened was set on fire by the same rats. 
While chewing on some matches one night, 
they lighted them. 

Guard your belongings when you camp 
in a pack rat area! You may waken in the 
morning to find many things mysteriously 
gone! 

In the darkness of the night a trading 
rat may enter your tent. He admires your 
watch or perhaps that new camping knife. 
Silently, carefully, he carries it away. When 
the treasure he wants is too heavy for him 
to lift, he will drag it over the ground, 
tugging away until he has reached his nest. 
The prints he leaves in the dirt may help 
you find your lost possession. 

But the thief comes back! Look, he is 
returning something! Could it be that his 
conscience is bothering him? No, because 
a rat has no conscience such as boys and 
girls have. What is he returning? For the 
watch he took he is trading a beautiful little 
rock; for the knife he dragged out, he is 
returning a tiny rock! 

But there is another trader whose pranks 
are not so amusing. He is the evil-minded 
pack rat, Satan. He takes health and returns 
sickness. He snatches away pure and lovely 
thoughts and puts ugly ideas in their place. 
He removes prayer and the Morning Watch 
to replace them with forgetfulness of God. 

It is very difficult to recapture what Satan 
has taken away. Guard well your belongings! 
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There was no fight left in Jerry after 


JIM THOMPSON'S REVENGE 


enm™s, IVY R. DOHERTY 


| im slid into his seat and tried very hard 
not to look across the aisle of the school- 
room to the desk where Jerry sat. He 
wouldn't want Jerry to guess it, but he was 
eager to know how Jerry felt about the 
story he had written. Teacher had asked 
him just now to read it to the class, for she 
had liked it very much. 

But he had to know how Jerry was taking 
things. It meant everything in the world to 
Jim to get an A plus for his story, when all 
that Jerry managed to receive was a mere A. 
Most boys would settle for an A, but not 
Jim. Not, of course, that he wanted a good 
grade for the sake of good grades. He just 
wanted to do a little better than Jerry every 
time and then he would be completely satis- 
fied. He would be content, for instance, to 
get a B, so long as Jerry got a C. 

Because he could bear the strain no longer, 
he put his hands to his face as if he had 
a headache. Then, opening his fingers, he 
peeped through. He had a full view of Jerry’s 
face, and Jerry had no idea he was being 
watched. 

What Jim saw was very gratifying. “Ha, 
ha!” he chuckled. Jerry was biting his nails 
as furiously as a puppy would chew a bone! 
And oh, his face was very, very flushed. 

A song of victory rang in Jim’s heart. He 
would have to tell him when they were out 
for recess that his cheeks looked kind of 
rosy for a boy’s. That would make Jerry sit 
up. Oh, wouldn’t he be angry? 

At 2:15 came Jim’s chance to hurt Jerry's 
feelings. “Nice roses you have in your cheeks 
today, Alice,” he said cheerily as he passed 
Jerry on the ball field. For answer, Jerry 
thrust out his leg in front of Jim, and Jim, 
tripping, sprawled on the ground. Some of 
the boys saw what happened and cheered 
Jerry as much as if he had made a home run. 
“Haw, Jim,” they yelled, “where did you sit 
last?” 
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Jim tried to swallow his humiliation, and 
said nothing. But he was already trying to 
plan something that would pay Jerry back 
in full. 

Minutes later he put Jerry out on first 
base. Great days! Jerry, on the other hand, 
was miserable. He limped off the field with 
not so much as a glance in Jim’s direction. 

In school again, the class began their art 
work. Everyone was to draw a winter scene. 
At the end of the period Miss Anderson 
asked those who had done the nicest work to 
pin their pictures at the top of the black- 
board. She chose Harold, Sharon, Peggy, 
Ted, and of all people, Jerry! 

Jim looked down his nose in disgust. 
You would think a teacher would exercise 
better judgment, he told himself. How could 
he be expected to look for a whole week at 
that unsightly thing of Jerry’s that was sup- 
posed to be a good picture? 

Well, let Jerry crow. “He'll have to give 
way to my picture next week, let him wait 
and see:” Jim vowed. 

At home, mother asked, “How did you 
get along at school today?” 

“Oh, fine, only that Jerry sure does get on 


od 
to 


ck 





my nerves. He’s what a fellow would call 
a regular sis!” 

“Oh?” Mother's eyebrows went up as they 
so often did when she was surprised. “I 
was under the impression that he was a little 
gentleman. He’s always polite.” 

“That's because he’s a regular sis,” insisted 
Jim. Mother said nothing, but went on pre- 
paring supper. Her thoughts, however, were 
more on Jim and Jerry than on the supper. 

Another afternoon Jim burst into the 
kitchen on his return from school. “I sure 
hate that Jerry,” he said, throwing his lunch 
pail on the floor and flopping into the old 
rocker by the window. 

“What now?” inquired Mother, eyebrows 
raised again. 

“He's been talking all over the place about 
his dad having a better car and more money 
than my dad. As if I care who has the better 
car, anyway! I get better grades than he 
does, even though he thinks he’s so smart. 
Good grades are better than new cars any 
day.” 

He rocked vigorously back and forth, back 
and forth, and all the time he was thinking. 
How could he get even with Jerry? He’d— 


Jim Thompson opened his fingers slightly and peeked 
through to watch Jerry. He saw that Jerry was very 
unhappy, his face flushed. “Ha, ha!” chuckled Jim. 
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he’d—he’d Ah, of course! He'd wait for 
Jerry after school one day soon and give him 
the biggest licking a boy ever got. 

Mother said, “Why don’t you ask Jerry 
to come home with you tomorrow evening 
and have supper with you?” 

“I certainly shall not!” said Jim. “No, not 
even if I were the loneliest fellow on earth 
I still wouldn't have him for supper.” 

So the feud between Jim and Jerry went 
on week after week. One night Mother said, 
“Jim, you have made an enemy of Jerry.” 
She looked very serious. 

“That's funny!” laughed Jim. “It so hap- 
pens that he is the one who made an enemy 
of me. He has always been mean to me, 
ever since he came to our school last fall.” 

“If that is the case,’ Mother told him, 
“why don’t you try to make him your 
friend?” 

“He would not ever want to be my friend,” 
protested Jim. “No, that is the very last 
thing he wants to be.” 

“Are you sure,” asked Mother, “that it is 
not you who does not want to make a friend 
of him? There never was any point in hav- 
ing an enemy.” 

Jim fell silent, thinking. He strode up and 
down the room, hands in pockets, whistling 
softly. Hearing a noise, he looked out the 

To page 20 











THINKING ABOUT THE FUTURE 











PHOTOS BY CHARLES CAREY AND C. W. BOZARTH, COL 


What will you be when you leave acade: 
want to talk it over with your parents. Your 
will pray about it, and ask Jesus to guide you. 

It may be several years before you make 
don’t know what they want to do. Some peopl 
until they are thirty or forty years old. Let’s t 

A nurse should like people and be willi 
nurses. The time to start preparing to be a nu 
Study hard and get good grades, for a nurse m 
may cause a person to die. Especially study spel 
academy take algebra, chemistry, and biology— 

When you leave the academy there will 
those four years will be spent at a hospital whe 
sick at the same time. 

Then comes graduation. You are preparec 
get well. You may want to be a nurse who look 
many other jobs a nurse can do. You may be a 
ent patients should eat. Or you might be a secr 
doctors; or a supervisor, telling other nutses wl 
health nurse, looking after poor people ip the t 
pital in this country, or you might be a missic 
are many interesting possibilities. Think them 
may want you to be a nurse. 


1. Starting out. These girls have finished 
academy with good grades and are on their 
way to an Adventist college to take nursing. 
2. The best part of studying at an Adventist 
college is that everything that is taught 
agrees with the Bible. In this picture the 
nursing students are at worship. 3. Practic- 
ing on a dummy makes it easier for the pa- 
tients later! 4. A student is working on a 
real patient, giving a treatment to her arm. 
An instructor stands by to help if needed. 

















—_ 
e 
W. BOZARTH, COURTESY, WASHINCTON SANITARIUM PY a 


ave academy and college? Of course, you will 
nts. Your teacher can help you. Certainly you 
lide you. 

you make up your mind. Many college students 
yme people don’t find the job they like best 
ld. Let’s talk about being a nurse. 

d be willing to work hard. Shirkers don’t make 
o be a nurse is now. Keep your body healthy. 
a nurse must know many things. One mistake 
study spelling, arithmetic, and grammar. In the 
| biology—and get good grades! 

there will be four years in college. Three of 
spital where you take classes and look after the 


re prepared to work for the Lord, helping people 
e who looks after patients in bed. But there are 
may be a dietitian—deciding what food differ- 
t be a secretarial nurse, keeping records for the 
- nurses what to do; or you might be a public 
le » the big cities. You might work in a hos- 
xe a missionary nurse in a foreign land. There 
ink them over—and keep close to Jesus. He 


5. A life is at stake. A doctor is needed at 
( once. But don’t overlook the nurses. Doctors 
must have nurses with them to assist in 
the operation. 6. It would be dreadful to 
give a patient the wrong medicine, or the 
wrong treatment, so accurate records must 
be kept. A supervisor is checking with a 
student nurse. 7 and 8. A nurse can do much 
to help people love Jesus. She can pray with 
patients; or as a missionary nurse, prove 
God is love by treating the natives’ sores. 
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HOW TO MAKE A 
PHOTO ALBUM or 
SCRAPBOOK 


PAIE. ex arv I. RASMUSSEN 


ITH a few small changes the book I am 

about to describe can be either a photo 
album, a scrapbook, or even a guest book. 
It can be made by both boys and girls. Heavy 
nine-by-twelve-inch construction paper, ei- 
ther gray, brown, or black, can be obtained 
in a stationery store. Use about thirty sheets 
for your album. For covers you will need 
two pieces of white one-quarter inch ply- 
wood nine and one-half by twelve and one- 
quarter inches in size. 

With a sharp handsaw cut a one-inch strip 
from one end of the front cover. This must 
be cut accurate and straight. See Figure 1. 

To drill holes for tying the book together 
place the paper on the back cover even with 
one end so there is a one-quarter inch mar- 
gin of wood on three sides. Lay the one- 
inch strip of wood on the edge that has no 
margin. Before drilling holes get two strips 
of thick cardboard about nine by three-quar- 
ters inches in size. These are to give the book 
thickness so that it will have room for pasted- 
in photos. Place one strip between the back 
cover and the paper and one strip between 
the one-inch wood strip and the paper. 
Clamp all parts firmly together and drill a 
three-sixteenths-inch hole two and _three- 
eighths inches from each end. See Figure 2. 
Drill through wood, cardboard, and paper. 
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Any appropriate design may be traced on 
the cover and painted with water colors. 
Leave room enough for the words “Photos,” 
“Scrapbook,” or “Guests.” These words 
should be traced onto one-eighth-inch ply- 
wood in script form as illustrated in Figure 4. 
The word should then be cut out with a 
coping saw or jig saw and glued in place 
on the cover. Figure 5. Before the cut-out 
words are glued on, they may be painted with 
water colors. When the gluing and coloring 
is dry, you may varnish all parts of the front 
and back covers. Give two or three coats of 
varnish, following the directions in last 
week’s GUIDE. 

Using a shoe lace or rawhide thong, tie 
the back of the book, the cardboard strips, the 
paper, and the one-inch front strip together 
by lacing through the drilled holes. From 
scraps of leather cut one-by-two-inch hinges 
in shape shown in Figure 5. First nail one 
end of the hinges to the loose part of the 
cover. Use large-headed upholstery nails. 
Bend the nails neatly on the inside of the 
cover. Next nail the other end of the hinge 
to the one-inch strip. 









































One Jump Too Many 


From page 3 


he stood below to watch his younger friend 
make the leap. 

To his horror, he saw Jack's hand slip 
from the limb. With a thud Jack landed on 
the ground. He didn’t make a sound, and 
his face was white. Bob called Jack’s dad, 
who was nearby visiting with a neighbor, 
then he rushed into the house, calling to 
Jack’s mother. “Jack fell out of the tree and 
knocked himself out. Could I have a wet 
towel?” 

The front door opened and Jack’s dad 
came in. “What’s the doctor's number?” he 
asked, reaching for the phone. Mother 
showed him the number and went quickly 
outside. She found her son stretched on the 
ground, groaning. A neighbor woman was 
applying a wet towel to his face. Other 
neighbors were gathering to see what was 
the trouble. Mother returned to the house 
for a blanket. 

When the doctor arrived, he asked Jack 
if he could wiggle his fingers and toes, then 
asked him to sit up. Deftly he felt his body, 


but could find no broken bones, only a 
bruised arm and a lump near his temple. 

nes a lucky boy, Jack,” he said as he 
left. 

Supper that night was a solemn affair. Jack 
was in bed and didn’t care to eat. Mother 
decided it would be best for her to sleep 
with him that night. She didn’t get much 
sleep and neither did Jack. He moaned and 
groaned most of the night. Around midnight 
he complained of such a pain in his chest 
that his parents called the doctor again, 
fearing a rib might be broken. The doctor 
carefully checked the sore spot, but could find 
no broken bones. He suggested that X-rays 
be taken in the morning. 

“O Mother,” moaned Jack, as he tossed 
and turned, trying to find rest for his bruised 
body, “I’m sorry I didn’t come when you 
first called me to supper. Please pray for me, 
that I will feel better.” 

Mother knelt beside the bed and asked 
Jesus to forgive Jack’s sins and to ease his 
pain. She thanked Him for keeping him from 
being more seriously hurt that evening. Then 
silently she prayed that Jack would always 
choose to follow Jesus, the faithful and true 
Leader. 




















Animal Homes 
By BERT RHOADS 


In the second column you are to write the number 
of the animal that should be in each home. Of 
course you wouldn’t put the horse in the aquarium 
nor a fish in a hutch. The first is done for you: 
ten points for each animal properly homed. 





ANIMALS HOMES 

1. sheep ( ) a. aquarium 
2. beaver (1) b. cote 

3. cow ( ) ¢. hutch 
4. dog ( ) d. rookery 
5. gopher ( ) e. kennel 
6. lion ( ) f. barn 

7. rabbit ( ) g. burrow 
8. horse ( ) h. lair 

9. seal ( ) i. stable 
10. tiger ( ) j. dam 
11. fish ( ) k. den 


Who Was He? pare 


By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


His father was 65 years old when he was born. 

He was 187 years old when his first son was born. 

When he was 300 years old his father was trans- 
lated. 

He died the year of the Flood, at the age of 969 
years. 


Change a Letter AID 
By MAY CARR ny 


Find the first four-letter word in Luke 3:5. 
Change a letter in each word to form a new word 
until you have five words. The fifth word is the last 
four-letter word in 1 Samuel 28:24. 


A high place. Luke 3:5. 

A large room. Matt. 27:27. 

To compel a person to do something. 
Luke 12:58. 

To scoop water out of a boat. 

To cook in an oven. 1 Sam. 28:24. 
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Answering the requirement: 


HOW TO MAKE A 
GOOD LUNCH 


ep EVA I. BEELER, RN. 


13. Be able to plan menus for one 


day, choosing at least three dishes in which leftovers may be utilized. 


THE MV HONOR “Look at my loaf, Miss 
Beeler,” said Linda as she 
and the other Pathfinder 
Cookettes came running into 
Miss Beeler’s kitchen. “I 
made it all myself. We ate 
one for Sabbath, and I 
brought the other one for you.” 

“Well, now, that’s really nice of you,” 
said Miss Beeler. “And it’s a good-looking 
loaf. You should be proud of it. Perhaps we 
can all have some of it when we eat our 
cooking today.” 

“That's a good idea,” said Joe. “That loaf 
looks so good I was just hoping I could 
get a chance to eat some of it.” 

Miss Beeler noticed that all the cookettes 
were present. “We have only two more meet- 
ings,” she announced. “Today we will finish 
the requirements for the MV Honor in 





IN COOKING 
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cooking. Next week we want to go one step 
beyond.” 

“When are we going to have that dinner 
for our parents?” interrupted Dwight. 

“That's just what I was coming to,” re- 
plied Miss Beeler. “Next week we want to 
plan carefully for that great event. But today 
we want to discuss how often we should 
eat, and what we should have for breakfast, 
dinner, and supper. 

“It used to be that man had no way of 
canning or freezing food, so he ate it to get 
rid of it before it spoiled. He might have 
an abundant supply one day and very little 
the next. In time he learned the art of pre- 
serving food, then he was able to plan his 
meals each day. 

“The majority of people throughout the 
world find three meals a day a good pattern; 
they are hungry after eating nothing all 
night, so break their fast 
by having breakfast. By 
noon after a morning of 
work, school, or play, they 
are hungry again. Then in 
the evening they again feel 
the need for food. The 
ideal arrangement for eat- 
ing is to plan to have a 
third of the food require- 
ments at each meal in- 
stead of eating a very small 
amount at one meal and 
then overeating at an- 
other.” 

“I think we get used to 


LESTER QUADE PHOTO 
Tired of having to eat the 


same old lunch every day? Try 
these foods for more variety. 











Add 





eating at certain times, too,” 
offered Joe. 

“I am always starved for 
breakfast,” said Linda. 

“Good for you! It is right 
to start our day with a good 
breakfast of cereal, fruit, toast, 
and milk. This helps us 
through the day and keeps us 
from getting tired in the 
middle of the morning. 

“The very best way is to have the heaviest 
meal at noon. You might have a good pro- 
tein roast, potato, cooked vegetable, salad, 
a dessert, bread, butter, and milk. Then in 
the evening you might plan to have soup, 
fruit, milk, and muffins, wheat crackers, or 
toast. It is best not to eat too heavy before 
retiring. During school months you may not 
be able to have your hot dinner at home, but 
it is possible with planning to have a nu- 
tritious, delicious lunch—one that will stick 
to your ribs till suppertime.” 

“I’m always starved long before school 
is out. What should I take for lunch?” 
Dwight asked. 

“Substantial sandwiches can be made of 
a good protein roast. Two or three sand- 
wiches, with plenty of nutritious filling on 
whole-wheat bread, give you adequate nour- 
ishment and taste so good. It is well to vary 
your breads, sometimes using graham, rye, 
soybean, cracked-wheat, or corn bread. It 
gives variety in taste flavors, textures, and 
essential food elements. 

“Carrot sticks, celery curls, juicy tomatoes, 
and even cauliflower flowerettes wrapped in 
wax paper give zip to a lunch. Some sort 
of fruit, either a banana, an orange, an apple, 
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now aera Ome 


Put in skillet 
When fairly hot, add 


Stir constantly with a 
teaspoons Savorex or Seams or Marmite. Continue stirring until 
a golden brown. 


Then add 


Select smooth-skinned potatoes and scrub well with brush. 
Rub with oil to give a soft skin that may be eaten. Puncture 
skin with fork to prevent bursting from heat. Bake in hot 
oven 400° F. for 4 ae 
back and forth to make mealy. Cut a cross in top and pus 
down on four cut corners. To speed up the process cut in half 
lengthwise and turn cut side down on greased baking sheet. 
New potatoes do not bake well. 


Drain boiled potatoes. Force through a 
potato masher. 
fluffy. Beat well. 
essary to keep warm over a period of time keep kettle over 
hot water. 


ee ne 


BROWN GRAVY 
3 tbsp. vegetable oil 
V4 cup flour 
spoon. As it begins to brown, add 2 


1 cup vegetable broth, milk, 
or water and stir smooth 


1 more cup of liquid and let 
simmer until right thickness 
Salt to taste 


BAKED POTATO 


to 60 minutes. Before serving, roll gentl 


ee 


MASHED POTATOES 


ricer or mash with 
Add sufficient hot eilk to make light and 
Season with butter and add salt. If nec- 


diane cen aio din een ane em oh 


or a jar of fruit sauce, hits the spot. A little 
jar of cottage cheese or Jel-Quik gelatin salad 
adds variety. Hot soup of various kinds in 
a thermos container is warming on a Crispy 
day. One or two nice big fruit-and-nut cook- 
ies give a satisfying touch to the lunch. 
Peanuts, almonds, or walnuts are good with 
dates, raisins, figs, prunes, dried pears, or 
dried apricots.” 

“My, that sounds good,” Joe murmured. 
“Makes me hungry.” 

“If the idea of a third of your daily re- 
quirements at each meal is kept in mind 
and planned for, you will have sufficient food 
so that you will have no desire to eat be- 
tween meals,” explained Miss Beeler. 

“Say, eating between meals all the time 
isn’t such a good idea at all. I found that out 
last summer at the beach. I went with friends 
who let me raid the icebox any time of the 
day or night. I thought it was great sport. 
In three days I was home again sick in bed. 
Three meals a day and nothing between 
meals—that’s for me!” Joe announced em- 
phatically. 

“Good for you,” said Miss Beeler. “Let's 
talk about leftover cooked vegetables for a 
minute. They may be used in salads, such 
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How to Make a Good Lunch 
From page 17 


as potato salad. They should be carefully pre- 
served in a cool place, such as the refrigera- 
tor. We need not waste the water from 
cooking vegetables, since it may be used in 
making sauces, gravies, soups, and hot 
drinks. 

“You may use dry stalks of celery, aspara- 
gus, and tender pea pods, cooked and puréed, 
in making cream soups. You may also use 
the peeling of vegetables for soup stock. 
Much of this food, which is often thrown 
into the garbage pail, can be used to good 
advantage, and will help make your food 
money stretch farther. 

“Now it’s time for our cooking.” 

“Happy day!” said Joe. “Now I can eat 
some of Linda’s loaf!” 

“Can't you bake one for yourself?” chided 
Dwight. 

Joe's face fell. “I did,” he said quietly. 
“But it didn’t turn out too well. I’m going 
to try again, though,” he said, brightening. 
“Now let's get these potatoes baked quick.” 





The Last Leaf 
From page 5 


killing it. With his pocketknife he skinned 
and dressed it, then carried it to the house 
on the top of the wood. 

“I will fry it for supper,” said Mother 
Hull, getting a pan of water to wash it in. 
“Our guest will enjoy a bite of fresh meat.” 

May was busy baking gingerbread. Mertie 
and Nellie sniffed the tempting odors from 
the kitchen. It had been a long time since 
they had had anything that smelled that 
good. One of the neighbors had planned to 
butcher a cow and share the beef, but the 
blizzard had come and the butchering had 
to be postponed until the storm was over. 

The stranger was stronger now, and was 
able to sit up with his feet on a cushion. 

Mother prepared an attractive tray of food 
for his supper, including a generous serving 
of fried rabbit. 

When the family finished their supper in 
the kitchen, Mother went to carry out the 
empty tray. But the meat was untouched. 
The man apologized. 

“It looks good, and I am not ungrateful 


for all your kindness to me. But you see,” 
he said, “I do not eat rabbit. Perhaps some- 
day you will permit me to tell you my rea- 
son. 

“You have a Biblical reason?” 
Mother. 

“Yes,” he said. 

Mother carried out the tray and instructed 
Nellie and Mertie to wash the supper dishes. 
Then she took down her Bible from the 
clock shelf, and sat on a chair beside the 
couch. 

“Tell me now,” she began. “I would really 
like to know.” 

Then followed a logical study on the use 
of flesh as food, and of the difference be- 
tween the clean and the unclean meats, as 
given in the book of Leviticus. 

May listened carefully, and looked up the 
texts in her Bible also. 

For many days, while the stranger's feet 
were healing, the family studied their Bibles 
with him. What a good Bible student he 
was—but what a strange religion he had! 
What peculiar beliefs he professed! Yet for 
every belief, he could show a number of 
texts of Scripture to prove it. 

When he was finally able to wear his 
shoes, Uncle Martin took him to Elrod with 
the team and sled. 

May went back to her school, and the 
world seemed to go back to normal again. 
But May kept thinking of the unusual doc- 
trines she had heard from the stranger. She 
jotted them down on the back page of a 
little notebook. 

“The Lord is coming soon,” she wrote. 
“Prophecies are rapidly being fulfilled. There 
were two sanctuaries—one in heaven, one 
on earth. 

“The law of God has never been destroyed. 
It is still as binding today as it was when 
given to the children of Israel. 

“The dead don’t know anything. They 
are in their graves, and will stay there until 
the resurrection. 

“True baptism is by immersion. The tithe 
belongs to the Lord. Flesh was not originally 
intended to be eaten.” 

May pondered on these subjects for a long 
time, especially the one about the dead. Evi- 
dently the Mystic Man had been wrong about 
the messages from the land beyond. They 
had surely been false. But on the other hand, 
how could he know that Libbie had an 
Aunt Kate? 


Then, there was the question of the law 


asked 


FEBRUARY 24, 1954 / 19 











of God, and of the day on which to rest and 
worship. The stranger believed that the day 
to keep holy to the Lord, according to the 
Ten Commandments, was Saturday, the sev- 
enth day of the week, not Sunday, the first 
day. Surely they had not been keeping the 
wrong day all these years! May would ask her 
minister; he would know. 

But the minister only seemed to be con- 
fused and embarrassed as he said: “Sunday 
is the Christian Sabbath. The seventh day 
was given as a Sabbath to the Jews. But 
we are living in a different dispensation. You 
need not bother to waste your time trying to 
analyze the peculiar doctrines of Seventh-day 
Adventists. They are not even orthodox.” 

May was more confused than before. These 
questions puzzled her for many years. 

(Next week: Help from the “bad book,” 
and the embarrassed preacher. ) 


Jim Thompson’s Revenge 
From page 11 


window. Jerry was walking by. Rex, Jim's 
fox terrier, darted out of the yard, snarling. 
Jerry turned and kicked him back down the 
sidewalk. Yelping piteously, his tail between 
his legs, Rex ran inside the gate. 

Jim clenched his fists. What wouldn’t he 
like to do to that fellow! 

Next morning when Jim was ready for 
school, Mother said, “Why don’t you try to 
be nice to Jerry for one week, just to see if 
it is possible to change him from an enemy 
into a friend? I think you would be happier 
and that you would enjoy school much more 
than you do now if you would only try my 
suggestion. How about it?” 

Jim grunted, but said nothing. “Good-by,” 
he muttered, and was off like the wind. He 
and Roger were playing catch on the play- 
ground when Jerry arrived. “Don’t let him 
play,” whispered Roger. “He's not much 
fun.” 

But Jim said, “Oh, we might as well let 
him play. He can’t do any harm.” 

Roger looked at Jim in surprise, but there 
was no one more surprised than Jim himself, 
unless, of course, it was Jerry. Jim did not 
know until that moment that that was really 
what he wanted to say to Roger, but out the 
words tumbled and he was not in the least 
sorry. In fact, by the time the first whistle 
blew he was glad, for he found that Jerry 
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was a very agreeable person to play with. 

As Jim sat in school, Mother’s words kept 
coming back to him. “Why don’t you make 
a friend of him? There never was any point 
in having an enemy.” Jim began to see 
things through Mother's eyes. The game of 
catch had shown him what Mother meant. 
It was so much more enjoyable to have har- 
mony than strife when you had to be near 
certain people all day. He would be in the 
same grade as Jerry for years, maybe, so 
why should they make life unpleasant for 
each other? 

When the spelling lesson began, Jerry 
could not find his workbook, although he 
looked everywhere for it. Jim noticed, and 
hurriedly copied the words to be learned 
and passed his spelling book to Jerry. “Here, 
Jerry,” he whispered. “You can use mine.” 

“Hey, what?” said Jerry, his mouth falling 
open. “No, I can find mine.” 

“No, you can’t. You won't have time to 
learn your words. I don’t need the book now. 
I have all the words copied. I'll help you look 
for yours at recess.” 

“Well, er, what’s got into you today? But 
thanks ever so much. It'll be a real help.” 

Halfway through the afternoon, Jim no- 
ticed a strange look on Jerry’s face. His 
cheeks were pale, and two or three times Jim 
saw him lay his head on his hands. Next 
morning he didn’t come to school. Miss An- 
derson told the children that Jerry’s mother 
had called to say that Jerry had a very bad 
throat and was probably getting the mumps. 
A day or two later the doctor confirmed this 
report. Jerry would have to stay away from 
school many days and there would be a 
great deal of catching up to do when he re- 
turned. 

“Goody,” mused Jim. “Now I'll beat 7 
Then he stopped. “No,” he said to him- 
self, “that’s wrong. I’m trying to be nice 
to Jerry these days. I wonder what I could 
do to help him?” He thought awhile. “I 
know. I’ve had the mumps; so it would be 
safe for me to visit him. I'll take his books 
over and explain the lessons every night.” 

As soon as Jerry was over the worst of his 
sickness, Jim said, “Teacher, may I take 
Jerry's books to him and help him keep up at 
home?” 

“Surely,” she said. “It’s good of you to 
want to do it.” 

Till Jerry was able to come back to school 
again, the two boys worked on their lessons 
together every day. Fine friendship grew 





<“we 


Le ee 


~~ RA CD met eee OD 


LS 


between them, and Jim often thought how 
wonderful it was to have a friend as gentle- 
manly and clever as Jerry. He wondered 
why he had ever thought him a “sis.” As 
for Jerry, he was grateful to have a friend 
who was willing to help him. 

Now when Jim feels irritated or annoyed 
with some of his classmates, Mother’s words 
come back to him: “There never was any 
point in having an enemy!” 





More Fun Than a Hike 
From page 8 


Just then there was a loud banging on 
the front door. The boys ran to the window 
to see who was outside, then raced to the 
kitchen. “Mother! Mother!” shrieked Billy, 
“there are lots of Pathfinders outside, and 
they all have bags and boxes in their hands. 
It’s something to eat.” 

Mother hurried to the door, wondering 
what it was all about. She opened it quickly, 
hardly daring to hope that the children were 
right. There on the porch stood six Path- 
finders of the Moncton (New Brunswick) 
Pathfinder Club, and their leaders. 

Before Mother could say a word, they 
trooped into the house and laid their pack- 
ages on the kitchen table. Then back out to 
the cars they went, and in again with their 
arms loaded as before. They covered the 
table—and started in on the floor. Their 
arms empty, they ran back to the cars and 
brought in another load—and another! The 
kitchen floor was almost covered before they 
finished. 

Mother didn’t know what to say. Wanda 
Brace, the club president, interrupted the 
silence. “Mrs. Lester,” she said, “we heard 
that you had no food, so we have brought you 
some. It’s from all the members of the 
church, and it shows how much they love 
you.” And then, before Mother could speak, 
they were gone. They were almost in the 
cars before she found her voice. “Thank you, 


Pathfinders,” she called from the porch. 
“Thank you so much. And please tell all 
the church members how much we appre- 
ciate it.” With Billy and Charles, she stood 
on the porch a long while, watching the 
cars disappear down the road. Then they 
turned, and the boys ran to the kitchen. 
“Look, Mother,” they shouted gaily, “there's 
lots of food.” 

Mother looked at the clock. It was a few 
minutes before one. The food had come in 
time for lunch. 

As for Director Heisler and the Path- 
finders, what do you suppose they were do- 
ing? Believe me, they were all so happy 
to have had a part in helping someone in 
need that they sang all the way back to their 
homes and haven't stopped talking about it 
yet. “This was much more fun than a hike,” 
they all agreed. 

















UNDERWATER ROCKETS. The U.S. Navy 
is thinking about a type of rocket that can be 
shot into an enemy coastal town from a sub- 
marine while the submarine is still deep under 
water! 


LONG TEETH. Did you ever see teeth like 
this? A pocket gopher’s lower teeth actually 
grow fourteen inches a year, and his upper 
ones, nine inches! Unless he keeps them worn 
down, the lower teeth will actually grow up 
into his brain and kill him. On account of 
this gophers cause a lot of damage to under- 
ground cables. Though the wires may be pro- 
tected by lead and copper, the animals will 
gnaw right through them, apparently in an 
attempt to help wear down their fast-growing 
teeth. 


COVER PICTURE by Lynwood M. Chace 
shows a mother raccoon carrying her baby. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


‘CHOOL ‘LESSON 


am asi 
we OO “ 


X—The Christian's Friends and Recreation 


(MARCH 6) 


Lesson Text: 1 Corinthians 13. 


Memory Verse: “He that walketh with wise 
men shail be wise: but a companion of fools 
shall be destroyed” (Proverbs 13:20). 


Guiding Thought 


“No man can be independent of his fellow 
men; for the well-being of each affects others. It 
is God's purpose that each shall feel himself nec- 
essary to others’ welfare, and seek to promote their 
happiness. . . . Throw a pebble into the lake, and 
a wave is formed; and another and another; and 
as they increase, the circle widens, until it reaches 
the very shore. So with our influence. Beyond our 
knowledge or control it tells upon others in bless- 
ing or cursing.” —Messages to Young People, pp. 
417, 418. 

ASSIGNMENT 1 


Read the lesson text and the guiding thought. 


ASSIGNMENT 2 
Our Need of Friends 


1. Last week we studied about the finest form 
of friendship—the family circle. But as mem- 
bers of the family associate with others at 
school and at work and in church they find 
those outside the family unit to whom they are 
attracted. Of what does Paul remind us that 
shows that we must learn to live with other 
people (Rom. 14:7)? 

NoTE.—‘‘Every soul is surrounded by an at- 
mosphere of its own,—an atmosphere, it may be, 
charged with the life-giving power of faith, cour- 
age, and hope, and sweet with the fragrance of 
love. Or it may be heavy and chill with the gloom 
of discontent and selfishness, or poisonous with the 
deadly taint of cherished sin. By the atmosphere 
surrounding us, every person with whom we come 
‘n contact is consciously or unconsciously affected.” 
—Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 339. 


2. What is one of the first principles to be 
followed if we would have friends (Prov. 18:24)? 
NoTE.—"‘In your association with others, put 
yourself in their place. Enter into their feelings, 
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their difficulties, their disappointments, their joys, 
and their sorrows. Identify yourself with them, and 
then do to them as, were you to exchange places 
with them, you would wish them to deal with 
you.”—Thoughts From the Mount of Blessing, 
p. 192. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
Friends Influence Each Other 


3. How do the friends we choose influence our 
ways of thinking and living (Prov. 13:20)? 

NoTE.—‘It is inevitable that the youth will 
have associates, and they will necessarily feel their 
influence. There are mysterious links that bind 
souls together so that the heart of one answers 
to the heart of another. One catches the ideas, the 
sentiments, the spirit, of another. This association 
may be a blessing or a curse. It has been 
truly said, ‘Show me your company, and I will 
show you your character.’ ’"—The Adventist Home, 
pp. 455, 456. 

4. What care should we exercise, therefore, in 
choosing our friends (2 Cor. 6:14)? 

NOTE.—'We should choose the society most 
favorable to our spiritual advancement, and avail 
ourselves of every help within our reach; for 
Satan will oppose [us with} many hindrances to 
make our progress toward heaven as difficult as 
possible. We may be placed in trying positions, 
for many cannot have their surroundings what 
they would; but we should not voluntarily expose 
ourselves to influences that are unfavorable to the 
formation of Christian character.”’—Messages to 
Young People, p. 419. 


ASSIGNMENT 4 
Tests of a Good Friendship 


5. What is the sign of a true friend (Prov. 17: 
17)? 

6. What can true friendship and love endure? 
How does it behave? In what does it rejoice 
(1 Cor. 13:4-8)? 

NOTE.—Read these verses in one of the revised 


editions, such as Weymouth, Goodspeed, Revised 
Standard Version. 
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7. What is said of the friendship of David 
and Jonathan (1 Sam. 18:1, 4)? 


NOTE.—‘‘Jonathan, by birth heir to the throne, 
yet knowing himself set aside by the divine decree; 
to his rival the most tender and faithful of friends, 
shielding David’s life at the peril of his own; 
steadfast at his father’s side through the dark days 
of his declining power, and at his side falling at 
the last,—the name of Jonathan is treasured in 
heaven, and it stands on earth a witness to the 
existence and the power of unselfish love.” —Edz- 
cation, p. 157. 


ASSIGNMENT 5 


Christ Loved to Be With People 


8. In the life of Christ we see the outworking 
of all the principles of true friendship. He did 
not live to Himself. He showed Himself friendly. 
In whose house was He a frequent guest (Luke 
10:38, 39)? 

9. What social function do we read of Christ 
attending right at the beginning of His public 
ministry (John 2:1-11)? 

10. What did people say of Him that shows 
that He liked to go out to dinner with people 
(Matt. 9:10-13)? 


NOTE.—We read of Jesus and His disciples 
attending many functions. He went to the wedding 
at Cana; He was a guest in the home of Zaccheus; 
He attended a feast at the home of Simon; He 
stayed in the home of Martha and Mary and Laz- 
arus. 


“The example of Christ in linking Himself with 
the interests of humanity should be followed by all 
who preach His word, and by all who have re- 
ceived the gospel of His grace. We are not to 
renounce social communion. We should not se- 
clude ourselves from others. In order to reach all 
classes, we must meet them where they are. They 
will seldom seek us of their own accord. Not 
alone from the pulpit are the hearts of men 
touched by divine truth. There is another field 
of labor, humbler, it may be, but fully as prom- 
ising. It is found in the home of the lowly, and 
in the mansion of the great; at the hospitable 
board, and in gatherings for innocent social enjoy- 
ment.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 152. 


These fellows seem to have a lot of fun 
together. Friends can make life happier, 
or they can ruin it. Choose them wisely. 


H. M. LAMBERT 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
We Need Recreation 


11. How did Christ recognize the need for 
relaxation and recreation (Mark 6:31)? 

12. In all our recreation, what should be 
uppermost in our minds (1 Cor. 10:31)? 

13. What is a good verse by which to test our 
recreation whether it is good or bad (Phil. 
4:8)? 

NOTE.—"There is a distinction between rec- 
reation and amusement. Recreation, when true 
to its name, re-creation tends to strengthen and 
build up. Calling us aside from our ordinary cares 
and occupations, it affords refreshment for mind 
and body, and thus enables us to return with new 
vigor to the earnest work of life. Amusement, on 
the other hand, is sought for the sake of pleasure, 
and is often carried to excess; it absorbs the ener- 
gies that are required for useful work, and thus 
proves a hindrance to life’s true success.’ —Educa- 
tion, p. 207. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 
Can You Imagine 


Jesus as a boy neglecting His home duties to 
play ball? 
Jesus as a boy finishing up His work, cheerfully, 
and then going out to play? 
Jesus failing to keep His promise? 
Jesus helping the neighbor woman to carry her 
supplies home? 
Jesus reading the funnies? 
Jesus playing cards? 
Jesus reading the last book you read? 
Jesus listening in to that exciting murder story 
on the radio? 
Jesus looking at TV? 
All of our problems would easily be solved if 
we would ask ourselves this question: “What 
would Jesus do?” Then do only those things that 
have a clear, definite answer: “Sure! Of course He 
would!” 
If Jesus would look at it, it will be safe for 
you to look at it too. 
If Jesus would go, it will be safe for you to 
go too. 
If Jesus would do it, it will be safe for you to 
do it too. 


COPYRIGHT. 1954. BY REVIEW AND 
HERALD (ALL RIGHTS RESERVED) 





Tyee, the King Salmon, No. 4 - By Harry Baerg 


Didis/; a ES 


1. From the shadows below the waiting spearmen, 
Tyee came with a fast zigzag rush toward the 
lantern light. With a sudden swerve he dodged the 
men, leaped over the bridge, and swam on. 2. When 
the big king salmon gathered in pools they chose 
mates and sometimes the males fought over the 





females. With their hooked lower jaws and ugly 
teeth they tore at one another. 3. In the shallow 
streams of the higher mountains the salmon often 
found grizzly bears fishing for them. Usually the 
heavy bears caught only the dying salmon that had 
already spawned. The others could swim too fast. 








4. But one day a crafty bear was hiding behind a 
large rock in a narrow channel. As Tyee came up the 
stream the grizzly pounced down upon him and the 
salmon barely escaped. 5. At last the big salmon and 
his mate reached a gravel bar in the upper reaches 





of the mountain stream near where he was born. 
This was the end of the long, hard journey from the 
sea. 6. Under the water at the edge of the gravel bar 
Tyee’s mate dug a shallow trench in the gravel with 
her tail. Tyee stayed close by all the time to guard. 








7. Then the female salmon spawned, or laid her eggs, 
ir the trench, and Tyee spread milt over the eggs to 
fertilize them so that they would become young 
salmon such as he had once been. 8. The last act was 
to cover up the eggs and milt with gravel to keep 
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them from being washed away or eaten by water 
beetles and prowling fishes. Tyee now felt old and 
weary. 9. All the eggs were laid, the salmon’s work 
was finished. Weak and thin from the strenuous 
trip, Tyee died, and was eaten by the eagles. 








